HENRY CONSTABLE,

From England's Helicon, 1600

Dametvs* Song to fits Diaphenia

Diaphenia, like the daffadowndilly.
White as the sun, fair as the lily,

Heigho, how I do love thee!
I do love thee as my lambs
Are beloved of their dams:

How blest were I if thou wouldst prove me!

Diaphenia, like the spreading roses,
That in thy sweets all sweets encloses,

Fair sweet, how I do love thee !
I do love thee as each flower
Love's the sun's life-giving power;

For dead, thy breath to life might move me.

Diaphenia, like to all things blessed,
When all thy praises are expressed,

Dear joy, how I do love thee!
As the birds do love the Spring,
Or the bees their careful king:

Then in requite, sweet virgin, love me!
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To his Flecks

Feed on, my flocks, securely,
Your shepherd watcheth surely:
Run about, my little lambs,
Skip and wanton with your dams,

Your loving herd with care will tend ye.
Sport on, fair flocks, at pleasure,
Nip Vesta's flow'ring treasure;
I myself will duly hark,
When my watchful dog doth bark;

From wolf and fox I will defend ye,
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